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of his head;   and at this moment the car in which we were
driving pulled up in front of the main gate of the mosque.

We stepped into an atmosphere of hostility that would have
penetrated a tank. Only a nice-minded English tourist
accustomed to the kindly ways of Tunbndge Wells or Harro-
gate might have remained unconscious of the dull, blistering
animosity. The glances cast at my European clothes were
like a blight. Whatever I did, or wherever I moved, those
same resentful eyes followed. I began to feel personally
responsible for the death of Husein, which I noticed was
commemorated by immense black funeral cloths fixed to the
outside wall of the mosque.

The great gateway, towering to a height of about fifty
feet, is covered with glazed tiles of pink and turquoise-blue
arabesque, and across each of the seven gateways hangs a
chain that falls from the centre and is caught up in two graceful
loops on either side.

Framed in these gates we saw a wide open space, beautifully
paved: porticoes, ablution tanks, and the sanctuary itself,
with its tall doors and archways covered with tiles of pink
and turquoise-blue flowers Men were constantly passing in
and out of the mosque, touching, as they did so, the chains at
the door; for this, I believe, is good for the soul. Most of the
pilgrims were rough, unkempt men, some of whom count it
a privilege to walk from Afghanistan or India to make a journey
which in Shia eyes takes precedence of the Haj to Mecca. I
was fascinated by the hot, vindictive eyes and the dazed,
fanatical faces, like those of men awakening from some confused
dream. These people seemed to live on hate. I said so to
the Syrian.

" It is the time of their sorrow," he whispered back.

That I had not exaggerated the feeling of the crowd was
proved by the appearance of a policeman with a rifle, who
politely invited us inside the station, saying that from the roof
we could have a much better view. We followed him up a
rickety stair to a roof of mud and palm wood. Telling us
where it was safe to stand, he left us, and we trod like Agag
until we reached the parapet, where we gazed down over the
two golden mustard-pots and the four golden candlesticks of
Kadhimain.